Hotel was stuffy and the food indifferent; the Bridge was
disappointingly incomplete and the heat was such that
we made no attempt to visit the Papal Palace, contenting
ourselves with gazing at its beautiful exterior. Aries on the
other hand we simply adored. We drank much iced beer
in a loggia at the Jules Cesar and walked the colourful
streets until late at night. But the best of all that wonderful
journey, in which every joy was doubled by being shared,
and in which John's pleasure was I think more than doubled
because she was showman to my inexperience, was waking
in the morning at the Napoleon at St. Raphael with the
southern sky as blue as a sapphire, the warm air pouring in
at the wide-open windows together with the multiple
sounds of a harbour. . . . And on going to the window
the blue Mediterranean and the ships and boats of all shapes
and sizes with their brilliant hulls and red or tawny sails....
To see it all for the first time is truly an unforgettable
experience. I also met on that morning, walking on my
pyjamas, an unknown and impleasant-loofcing insect that
was to become only too familiar: the tick that is known as
the *poux des bois\ and that was to become the bane of
poor little Tulip's life. We had not known that throughout
the south of Prance this voracious little horror is ubiquitous
and that one of our daily duties throughout our stay would
be going over the unhappy little beast every evening and
carefully removing these pests intact!
A temporary set-back met us on arrival at St. Tropez.
Colette had warmly recommended a pension kept by an
English couple. When we arrived there we were momen-
tarily dismayed. The rooms were unfriendly and gloomy,
under heavy over-hanging eaves. Food must compulsorily
be eaten out of doors with a total disregard of the antics of
the mistral. Moreover the house stood in such a position
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